Sanguine 
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/34415020. 


Rating: Explicit 

Archive Warning: Rape/Non-Con 

Category: M/M 

Fandom: Tis FAS EARS. - AZIZA | The Husky and His White Cat 


Shizun - Meatbun Doesn't Eat Meat 
Relationships: 


Characters: 
Additional Tags: 


Language: English 
Series: Part 1 of 'Remedy' Series 


Stats: Published: 2021-10-10 Completed: 2021-10-12 Words: 5,583 Chapters: 
5/5 


Sanguine 
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Summary 


Taxian-Jun had wanted a child with Chu Wanning for a long time before he was able to find a 
way to attain his desire. He was very familiar with images attached to that desire: their child 
by his side, in court, wearing imperial robes and bearing the Crown Prince title. 


Now that he had obtained the pill from Guyueye, there was no reason he would not get what 
he wanted. 


Notes 


SPOILERS for the entire novel. This fic assumes that the reader has read the entire main 
novel. Thank you to fan translators including ryannamonrolls, yummysuika, and Merelhyn. 


Please take the warnings seriously. This fic takes place in the .5 timeline, and the ending 
implies a merging with the canon end of the .5 timeline, in which both of the main characters 
die miserable. Aside from the warnings in the description, there is a brief passage where 
Taxian-Jun fears that Chu Wanning has suicidal intent. Please see the end note for another 
CONTENT WARNING that spoils the end of this fic. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


Regarding the title, I will share Merriam Webster's definition : 


1. Marked by eager hopefulness: confidently optimistic 

2. Bloodred 

3a. Consisting of or relating to blood 

3b. Bloodthirsty, sanguinary 

3c. Accompanied by, involving, or relating to bloodshed: bloody 


The pill required thirty days to take effect. 


Taxian-Jun did not even want to wait the time it would take to fly from Guyueye to Wushan 
Palace. He activated a teleportation array to the door of the Red Lotus Pavilion. 


Chu Wanning was at a desk writing when Taxian-Jun came in. He did not lift his eyes from 
the paper. Taxian-Jun laughed at the sight. Chu Wanning had grown too accustomed to a 
measure of civility- to Taxian-Jun giving him the chance to put his brush away. 


Today, Taxian-Jun did not have the patience. He grabbed Chu Wanning by the upper arms 
and settled him on the floor. 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning scolded, attempting to keep the ink staining his robes more than it 
already had. 


Taxian-Jun chuckled again. Chu Wanning still cared about those things. He remained in the 
habit of keeping his clothing neat. It was almost endearing. Even better, it meant he gave 
Taxian-Jun the satisfaction of tearing at that perfection and staining the purity over and over 
and over again. 


Like today. While Chu Wanning was busy fixing his sleeves, Taxian-Jun had gotten his cock 
out. Chu Wanning looked up and then glared in annoyance. 


"Suck," Taxian-Jun said. 
Chu Wanning pressed his lips together and lowered his lashes. He made no move to obey. 


Taxian-Jun had made a point of understanding every inch of Chu Wanning's body, every 
flinch and gasp and groan. Out of all the acts Taxian-Jun forced on him, this was perhaps the 
one he loathed the most. Taxian-Jun could guess why. Chu Wanning did not like letting 
Taxian-Jun see his pain and humiliation. There was no way to hide his face like this, and no 
way to stop his eyes from tearing up while Taxian-Jun watched from above. 


But Yuheng Elder was smart enough to pick his battles. He remained on his knees obligingly. 


Taxian-Jun smiled and reached out to stroke the edge of his jaw. He contemplated pressing 
his fingers into his cheeks and forcing Chu Wanning's jaw open, but then he realized he had 
an opportunity to trick his dear concubine. The priority today was to get Chu Wanning to 
swallow the pill Guyueye had given him. Chu Wanning always relaxed, just a little, when 
Taxian-Jun took him from behind, or when he covered his eyes with a band of silk. He 
seemed to feel less ashamed that way. 


So he said, "Stay," and walked across the room to cut a strip of red silk off the bed hangings. 


Chu Wanning stayed where he was. He tried to feign impassivity but Taxian-Jun saw the 
flicker of relief in his eyes before Taxian-Jun raised the blindfold and tied it around Chu 
Wanning's head. When he was done, Taxian-Jun stroked Chu Wanning's hair as a reward for 
not resisting. It was uncharacteristically soft-hearted of him, but he couldn't help himself: He 
was feeling excited about the possibilities before them. 


Once he placed the pill in Chu Wanning's mouth, all this docility would vanish. He would 
have to push the pill down his throat with his fingers. Or...Taxian-Jun grinned as a better, 
filthier image replaced the one in his mind. 


He stroked Chu Wanning's cheek and then lowered his hand to squeeze lightly at the edge of 
Chu Wanning's jaw. Chu Wanning let his lips part without too much struggle. Perhaps he did 
not want bruises on his face. 


Taxian-Jun released his hold so he could place the tip of his cock against Chu Wanning's 
bottom lip. Then he put the pill on Chu Wanning's tongue and pushed it down his throat with 
his cock. 


Chu Wanning let out a muffled complaint and shoved against Taxian-Jun's hips. Taxian-Jun 
withdrew just enough. He jabbed at Chu Wanning's tongue so that he would reflexively 
swallow. It was done, then. Chu Wanning never had a chance to stop him. 


Chu Wanning stopped shoving and lowered his fisted hands to his lap. Taxian-Jun was still 
for a moment feeling triumphant. Feeling Chu Wanning's furious breathing against his length. 
Feeling Chu Wanning's soft hair against his palm. 


"Suck," Taxian-Jun repeated. 


Chu Wanning did not obey. Taxian-Jun regretted the need for the blindfold then. He loved the 
way Chu Wanning's eyes flashed before he disobeyed. 


Taxian-Jun laughed. "Alright then, I'll do all the work." 


Taxian-Jun was gentle in his movements so as to not cause Chu Wanning to vomit the pill. It 
was difficult to restrain himself. He wanted to wash that pill down with his seed. 


The satisfaction and excitement in that mental image brought him quickly to the peak of 
pleasure. He shoved into Chu Wanning's throat, far behind his tongue, so that it would be 


impossible for Chu Wanning to spit any of it out. He wanted Chu Wanning to swallow all of 
his seed. He wanted to fill Chu Wanning with his seed now more than ever. 


Chu Wanning's entire body stiffened when Taxian-Jun blocked off his airway. He couldn't 
make a sound, but he slapped Taxian-Jun's thigh and attempted to flex his jaw in warning. 


"I know, I know," Taxian-Jun groaned. "Just bear it another...another moment longer." 


Taxian-Jun kept his word and withdrew as soon as he was sure he was done. Chu Wanning 
nearly collapsed to the side, catching himself with trembling arms and gasping as he clumsily 
removed the blindfold. Taxian-Jun hardly felt any more steady. It was a long time before he 
was able to kneel and try to help Chu Wanning up. 


His help was not appreciated. Chu Wanning struck out for Taxian-Jun's face, and when 
Taxian-Jun caught that hand, he tried again with the other. 


"Get out!" Chu Wanning cried in a hoarse voice. 


Chu Wanning was truly and incandescently furious. Taxian-Jun had forced himself on him, in 
the way he found most degrading, and to top it all off, he had tricked him into swallowing 
some unknown pill. 


Taxian-Jun simply used his hold to yank Chu Wanning out of balance before sweeping him 
up in his arms. 


"Let go of me," Chu Wanning said. 
Taxian-Jun smiled at his blazing eyes. 


"Never," Taxian-Jun replied. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


Emphasis on the rape and non-consensual body modification tags/content warnings. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Guyueye had told Taxian-Jun that Chu Wanning's body would hurt and ache as it reshaped 
itself. However, Chu Wanning never complained. Perhaps he was simply used to aching 
between his legs. Taxian-Jun visited him every day to provide spiritual energy for the pill. He 
could never restrain himself from releasing inside him even though he knew it could do 
nothing yet. He was impatient. 


Taxian-Jun knew the day the pill's effects started showing externally on Chu Wanning's body 
because Chu Wanning greeted him with a slap. 


"What did you do?" he demanded. 


As usual, Taxian-Jun placed his hand mockingly over Chu Wanning's as if Chu Wanning's 
slap were a caress. Chu Wanning didn't play their usual game of following up with another 
slap. He tried to tear his hand out of Taxian-Jun's grip. It was as if he could not bear to be 
touched by him. 


Well, that was nothing new. Taxian-Jun gripped harder and dragged Chu Wanning in for a 
kiss. Chu Wanning shoved and bit and kicked. Taxian-Jun crushed Chu Wanning's waist 
closer to his body and released Chu Wanning's hand in favor of squeezing Chu Wanning's 
ass. It was a wordless reminder that it didn't matter how much Chu Wanning hit him. Taxian- 
Jun would still claim his body. 


Chu Wanning inhaled sharply with helpless rage and stopped struggling. Taxian-Jun released 
his lips. 


"What are you doing?" 


Taxian-Jun lowered his eyes and bent his head to kiss and bite along Chu Wanning's 
collarbone. 


"Mo Ran." 
"Just playing around," Taxian-Jun said. 


Chu Wanning regarded him silently. It was probably only resentment. But it looked too much 
like suspicion, and that made Taxian-Jun uncomfortable for reasons he couldn't quite 
understand. He mentally shook off the sense of discomfort and offered a blithe lie. 


"I was getting bored," he explained, reaching between Chu Wanning's legs. "Now I have 
another hole to fuck." 


Chu Wanning gritted his teeth and glared at Taxian-Jun. It was good that he didn't know how 
beautiful he looked with his eyes sparking like that. Taxian-Jun never wanted him to stop. 


"Don't you have an Empress? If you are getting bored, there is no need to return to Red Lotus 
Pavilion." 


Taxian-Jun laughed and moved his hand, though not in the direction Chu Wanning wanted. 
He cupped Chu Wanning's cock and gave it a couple of lazy strokes as he licked and kissed 
his way to Chu Wanning's ear. 


"How are you this gullible?" he asked. "I will never get bored of playing with you." 
Chu Wanning shivered. 


The thirty days had passed. Taxian-Jun had the physician examine Chu Wanning a few days 
after. 


Chu Wanning took his hand back from the physician’s as soon as he declared the examination 
over. He shook his sleeves over his hands and glared out into space. 


“Your body is well, but there are some points of concern,” the physician began. 


Chu Wanning seemed to not hear him. The physician paused, a little surprised. Chu Wanning 
was normally polite to the physicians. He seemed to consider all the palace servants his 
fellow prisoners. 


Taxian-Jun, on the other hand, had been prepared to sedate Chu Wanning to get him to submit 
to this examination. His cooperation was probably less docility and more resentment so 
intense that he had shut down any emotional display. 


“Explain,” Taxian-Jun told the physician. 
The physician hesitated another moment before addressing Taxian-Jun. 


“His body is weak to begin with. The pill has nearly exhausted some of his body’s reserves, 
so he will need to eat better if he is to sustain the pregnancy.” 


Chu Wanning jolted out of his indifference. 
“What?” 
The physician was caught off-guard again. 


“The pill worked as expected,” he clarified. “Its effects have taxed your body, but-” 


“Pregnancy?” Chu Wanning demanded. 


Taxian-Jun expected rage. Instead, Chu Wanning seemed terrified. His face had turned 
deathly pale, his eyes wide with horror. 


The physician paused again. Taxian-Jun was surprised too. It appeared that Chu Wanning had 
not understood the full effects of the pill. That explained why he had been so composed. 


“You must remain calm,” the physician urged. 


Chu Wanning was beyond coaxing. His entire body visibly trembled and he tried to lean over 
the side of the table to retch. He would have fallen if Taxian-Jun had not caught him. 


“Do not touch me,” he snarled. But in his heaving chest, in the tremble of his voice, Taxian- 
Jun heard grief like never before. “How could you- how could you do this?” 


“Your Majesty, Chu-zongshi must not be upset like this,” the physician said anxiously. 


Taxian-Jun was almost relieved to hear it. He didn’t want to listen to Chu Wanning berate 
him anymore. He didn’t want to see the sorrow in those bright phoenix eyes. He struck at an 
acupuncture point that would immediately render Chu Wanning unconscious. Chu Wanning 
went limp in his arms. Taxian-Jun adjusted his hold so that his neck would not be twisted at 
an uncomfortable angle. 


When he looked up to meet the physician's gaze again, the physician was frowning in 
concern at Chu Wanning. 


"Chu-zongshi did not know," the physician noted quietly. 


There was a reason Chu Wanning preferred this physician. He talked about some of the same 
lofty things Yuheng Elder used to represent; honor and compassion and duty. Chu Wanning 
must have assumed that the physician had assisted Taxian-Jun in profaning his body. 


Taxian-Jun smiled. It was good he had tarnished this budding alliance before he had even 
noticed it. He would have to think about replacing all the men around Chu Wanning with 
eunuchs after the birth of this child. 


"Did he need to know? He is my concubine," Taxian-Jun said, looking the physician in the 
eye to be sure he understood his place. "He must serve me in any way I desire." 


The physician pressed his lips together and bowed his head. 
"Go on," Taxian-Jun said. "You were telling me about some points of concern?" 


Taxian-Jun made sure that he would be by Chu Wanning’s side when Chu Wanning awoke. 
He had paced anxiously around the Red Lotus Pavilion while Chu Wanning was asleep, 
removing anything that could be used as a blade or a poison. His anxiety was merely an 
instinctive reaction. He had known Chu Wanning since he was an impressionable adolescent, 


after all, and he had never seen Chu Wanning so scared. The pill had been costly. He didn’t 
want Chu Wanning to spoil his game. There were many reasons to take precautions. 


When Chu Wanning opened his eyes and glanced at him with his usual composure instead of 
spiraling into another panic, Taxian-Jun let out a sigh of relief. He really had not wanted to 
deal with Chu Wanning in such an unreasonable state. 


Chu Wanning’s eyes flickered with a hint of emotion when he saw Taxian-Jun’s slight smile. 
“Why are you doing this?” he asked. 


Taxian-Jun tried to say ‘just playing around,’ as he had earlier. Somehow it wouldn’t come 
out. It was not satisfying to bully such a frail, defeated Chu Wanning. Besides, the physician 
had said not to upset Chu Wanning or he would risk losing the pregnancy. 


Taxian-Jun turned away to bring Chu Wanning’s meal. 
“Why do you think?” he asked with his back turned. 


Chu Wanning was silent. Taxian-Jun stalled as long as his dignity allowed. Then he placed 
the tray beside Chu Wanning’s bed. 


“Eat,” he prompted. 


Chu Wanning looked dully at the food. It was some of his favorite dishes. There was even a 
tray of delicate pastries. 


“Do you want another plaything?” Chu Wanning asked. 


Taxian-Jun paused. It was not that he had any concrete intentions. But he had wanted a child 
with Chu Wanning for a long time before he was able to find a way to attain his desire. He 
was very familiar with images attached to that desire: their child by his side, in court, wearing 
imperial robes and bearing the Crown Prince title. 


He knew the kind of scorn Chu Wanning would feel if he knew about Taxian-Jun's fantasies. 
He opened his mouth to confirm Chu Wanning's fear and drive his mind far, far away from 
Taxian-Jun's weaknesses. But the words would not come. 


“You are my plaything,” Taxian-Jun said. 


In the end, he couldn't bear to tarnish that fantasy even for the sake of tormenting Chu 
Wanning. He was conscious, too, that attaining this desire depended on Chu Wanning's body. 


“As long as you’re alive, I do not need another. Why do you think I haven’t bothered to catch 
Xue Meng or crush his friends at Kunlun Taxue Palace?” 


He pretended it wasn’t a promise and a bribe. Stay alive. Be obedient, and I’ll behave. He 
looked at Chu Wanning closer to try to gauge how this overture had been received, and was 
shocked to see tears rolling down his face. 


Taxian-Jun froze. He had seen Chu Wanning cry once before, the first time he bedded him. 
The first time his body was stretched open and penetrated. He had been in pain and helpless 
and pinned down. Robbed of even the paltry shelter his naked body could offer him, because 
Taxian-Jun was inside that shelter with him. 


Taxian-Jun supposed there were similarities to that experience: This, too, was an 
unprecedented violation. 


He considered the matter briefly and then gave up the attempt. Chu Wanning had agreed to 
give him his body back then. It wasn’t Taxian-Jun’s fault that Chu Wanning had 
underestimated him. 


“You are mine,” he reminded him. “You gave yourself to me. I do not have to explain 
myself.” 


Chu Wanning closed his eyes. 


Chapter End Notes 


Update: I wrote the actual sex scene. I will also link it at the end of the story if you 
would rather read it in the order it was written. 


Chapter 3 


Chu Wanning’s demeanor changed after that. He had let down his guard over the years, but 
Taxian-Jun only noticed once it was back up, and Chu Wanning was looking at him with a 
mixture of regret and wary calculation. It was as if he were trying to devise a plan or solve a 
difficult problem. 


Perhaps that was why Taxian-Jun was so anxious whenever he left his side. He posted his 
most loyal guards around Red Lotus Pavilion day and night. If he was forced to leave for 
longer than a day, he rushed back demanding a report of anything that had happened. 


Chu Wanning was not accustomed to this level of attention. Taxian-Jun touched his belly one 
too many times, and Chu Wanning pushed away from the table with an irritated flick of his 
sleeves. 


“There is no change yet,” Chu Wanning said. 
“How do you know? Have you checked?” 


Chu Wanning glared. Also, Taxian-Jun was fascinated to note, Chu Wanning blushed. That 
was a rare enough sight to make Taxian-Jun grin with delight. He didn’t have to interrogate 
the delight. He loved humiliating Chu Wanning. This was the reason he had first wanted Chu 
Wanning to bear his child: The ultimate form of humiliation for the Beidou Immortal was to 
be pregnant with the seed of his lowly, dirty, beast-like disciple Mo Ran. 


He reached out and patted Chu Wanning’s belly again, gently. For the most part, he touched 
Chu Wanning only gently these days. Taxian-Jun liked it. There was something intoxicatingly 
satisfying about it. Perhaps it was the knowledge that his hated one was so thorough defeated 
that he did not need to exert any force when he touched him. Anyway the physician had 
warned him not to tax Chu Wanning’s body by tumbling him around and bruising him. 


“You may not notice any change, but the physician said the baby is growing quickly.“ 


Chu Wanning lowered his lashes to watch Taxian-Jun’s hand. He was irritated that Taxian- 
Jun had persisting in touching him. Or maybe he was hiding his fear and disgust over the 
things his body would undergo. Either way, Taxian-Jun felt himself resting in a cloud of 
contentment. He had thoroughly subdued this person he hated. 


“So why don’t you eat more? This Venerable One cooked it himself.” 
Chu Wanning lifted his eyes in surprise. 


The truth was that Taxian-Jun was wary of attempts to poison the little prince inside Chu 
Wanning’s body. He had also known just how particular Chu Wanning was about his food: 
He would sooner starve himself, and the little prince, than eat a bit of beef he deemed too 
smelly. It would simply take too long to explain to the cooks just how to prepare their dishes 


so that Chu Wanning would deign to eat them. So. For practical reasons, and for the health 
and safety of his little prince, Taxian-Jun made the food himself. 


He slyly watched for a hint of gratitude or pleasure on Chu Wanning’s face. 


Of course, Chu Wanning frowned instead. It seemed that the only reaction he had to this 
news was confusion. Taxian-Jun gritted his teeth with another flare of hatred. 


“For the little prince,” he emphasized. 
"Prince?" Chu Wanning asked. 


Taxian-Jun froze like he'd been caught. He had not meant to say it out loud; It had only 
slipped out in his rush to make it clear that he had not cooked for Chu Wanning's sake. He 
wanted to rush to cover up his embarrassing moment of sentimentality. It was very dangerous 
to tell the enemy what you cherished. 


But, there was a spark of something in Chu Wanning's eyes. Something Taxian-Jun had not 
seen in the eight years they had been married. He would not have recognized it if he hadn't 
been thinking longingly of a little praise for the food he'd made. 


It was hope. Chu Wanning was looking at him with a little glimmer of hope in his lovely, 
fierce phoenix eyes. 


Taxian-Jun reminded himself almost desperately, 'Deficient by nature, beyond remedy.' What 
hope? What did it matter if Chu Wanning hoped now? 


And yet. 


"This Venerable One is the child's father," Taxian-Jun said loftily. "Of course he will be a 
prince." 


Chu Wanning blinked, his lashes looking particularly soft on that unsure expression. Taxian- 
Jun felt his face heat. He quickly picked up a pair of chopsticks so he could hold a piece of 
food in front of Chu Wanning's mouth. 


"Eat," he commanded. "The little prince needs nourishment." 


Chu Wanning hesitated. Taxian-Jun knew he would reject his offering: he had only done this 
to distract Chu Wanning from Taxian-Jun's embarrassing displays of weakness. Indeed, Chu 
Wanning pushed Taxian-Jun's hand away. 


But then he ate the rest of his meal without complaint. Taxian-Jun sat and silently watched 
him the entire time, his heart feeling uncomfortably warm and itchy. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 


If you want a happy-ish story, this is where I recommend you stop reading. 


...I did chicken out and start writing a hopeful epilogue though. *shrug emoji* 
Sometimes you convince yourself you really want to make someone (Mo Ran) cry but it 
turns out you can’t bear it. 


A little tidbit replying to comments: Taxian-Jun isn’t necessarily convinced his child is a 
boy. He just feels compelled to be as outwardly grandiose (and toxic) as possible. 


Taxian-Jun visited every day to check on the little prince. He felt a little awkward coming 
there, more often than not, just to pat Chu Wanning's belly, so he came up with new 
commands for his concubine. 


"Brush my hair," he said some days. 


Then Taxian-Jun could get sleepy halfway through, press his face against Chu Wanning's 
waist, and fill his lungs with the scent of haitang blossoms. 


"I'm tired of staring at scrolls all day. Read out loud for me," he said on other days. 


Then Taxian-Jun could lay with his head in Chu Wanning's lap, listen to Chu Wanning's deep, 
smooth voice, and think of nothing. On other days, he could say things like: 


"The Empress never wears her hair in a ponytail. You may have this hair clasp." 


The hair clasp was decorated with haitang blossoms carved from the purest white jade. Chu 
Wanning touched one of them with lowered lashes. Taxian-Jun knew better than to expect 
any kind of comment on its beauty or Taxian-Jun's generosity. 


Chu Wanning's actual reply was much worse than Taxian-Jun could have anticipated. 
"You should not come here so often," Chu Wanning said. 

Taxian-Jun was befuddled for a moment. Then he was furious. 

"Who are you to tell me what I can and cannot do?" 


Bad enough that Chu Wanning had said nothing about the hair clasp Taxian-Jun had 
especially commissioned for him. He actually had the nerve to send his emperor away? 


Taxian-Jun opened his mouth to roar some more at Chu Wanning. Chu Wanning forestalled 
him. 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning said, very quietly. 
He then drew a full set of silencing talismans from his sleeve and gave them to him. 
"Set these on the walls," Chu Wanning urged quietly. 


Taxian-Jun glanced at them, made sure they were not altered in any way, and did as Chu 
Wanning said. 


"What is it?" he asked grumpily. 


"It is not safe for you to favor this child so openly," Chu Wanning said. "You need to keep us 
at a distance, or this child will not be allowed to be born." 


A chill went through Taxian-Jun at those words. His voice was sharp in response. 
"What nonsense are you talking about?" 
"Mo Ran. Think. How could any of those assassins have gotten so close without help?" 


Taxian-Jun hated these kind of twisty problems. He scowled and waited for Chu Wanning to 
make himself clear. Chu Wanning exhaled in exasperation 


"There are two factions in your court. Those who are loyal to your throne, and those who are 
not. Those who are not loyal, helped the assassins. Those who are loyal, your supporters, do 
not want to see you lose focus." 


Taxian-Jun shrugged. "I'll find and kill the traitors." 
"And your other problem?" 


"It's not a problem," Taxian-Jun said, stroking the slight curve of Chu Wanning's belly. "Heirs 
are good for thrones." 


Chu Wanning closed his eyes in frustration. He grabbed Taxian-Jun's hand as if to tear it off 
his body. Taxian-Jun tensed unhappily, but in the end Chu Wanning only dug his nails into 
Taxian-Jun's skin. Taxian-Jun exhaled softly in relief. He did not mind a little clawing. 


"Yes," Chu Wanning said stiffly. "If you produced them with your Empress." 


Taxian-Jun fought to hide the disgust he felt at the thought of begetting a child with Song 
Qiutong. 


"Does it matter who bears them?" 


"Anybody who is loyal to you knows you hate me." 


His words stung them both. Chu Wanning did not open his eyes, and Taxian-Jun let it hang in 
the air like incense smoke. 


"And yet, you favor this child, while the Empress remains childless. How are your supporters 
to understand that?" 


"I do not care," Taxian-Jun said. 
"I can assure you your Empress does." 
"Are you accusing my Empress of plotting against me?" 


"On the contrary," Chu Wanning said, opening his eyes to reveal an unusually dull, empty 
gaze. "If she manages to be the only mother of your children, then she will stabilize your 
throne." 


Taxian-Jun did not care about any supposed threat: He knew he could put down any 
rebellion. Chu Wanning was protected by his most loyal guards, a physician he himself 
trusted, and Taxian-Jun's edict that no one could hurt him but himself. 


However, he was unsettled by the exhausted, dispirited expression on Chu Wanning's face. 
The expression simply did not fit Chu Wanning. His eyes were blazing and sword-sharp even 
in the most hopeless, most defeated state. 


Taxian-Jun realized that all he wanted was to drag Chu Wanning into bed with him so they 
could both rest and stop talking about this exhausting topic. 


"I will make my priorities clear to her. She knows what will happen if she oversteps," Taxian- 
Jun assured him, making to pick up his concubine and carry him to bed. 


Chu Wanning paled and struggled. 
"Do not. If she knows it's a lost cause, then-" 
"I am finished discussing this," he said, flicking a hand to destroy the talismans. 


Chu Wanning shut his mouth as Taxian-Jun had hoped. He wasn't quite as cooperative with 
regard to joining him in bed, but Taxian-Jun had a lot of practice dealing with that form of 
resistance. 


Taxian-Jun wanted Chu Wanning's company. Whether Chu Wanning wanted to accompany 
him or not was irrelevant. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 


Please review the tags and content warnings before reading. As a reminder, there is a 
spoilery content warning in the end notes. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Xue Meng managed to sneak into Wushan Palace in late autumn. As his consciousness faded, 
Taxian-Jun was glad that, out of all his enemies, the one to kill him was the one who loved 
Chu Wanning. Chu Wanning wanted to protect their child. Xue Meng would have no choice 
but to protect him too. 


Taxian-Jun was in a lot of pain when his consciousness drifted back. Every beat of his heart, 
every breath felt like it was shredding his chest into pieces. There was a sense that he had 
failed to protect something. He had failed, and it was lost. 


There was a rustle of fabric nearby. 

“What are you doing here? Get out!” Song Qiutong shouted. 

Liu-gonggong’s meek voice came from farther away. 

“His Majesty has been calling for Chu-zongshi.” 

“His Majesty is sick,” Song Qiutong said. “He does not require Meimet’s service tonight.” 
“We will take our leave, then,” replied a cold voice. 


Taxian-Jun trembled with relief. The sound of that voice meant that, whatever it was he had 
failed to protect, it was somehow not destroyed. 


“Wanning,” Taxian-Jun murmured. 
There was silence in response. 


Taxian-Jun did not like the silence. His sense of relief was fragile: he needed further proof 
that it was not lost. 


“Wanning,” he said again, more urgently. 


“Weren’t you just leaving?” Song Qiutong asked sweetly. “His Majesty needs to sleep. Or are 
you trying to harm his recovery by disturbing his rest?” 


“We will go,” Chu Wanning decided. 

“Chu-zongshi,” Liu-gongong muttered. 

“The Empress has spoken. A mere concubine cannot defy her,” Chu Wanning said. 
“Wanning,” Taxian-Jun tried again. 


He wrenched his eyes open and turned his head towards that voice. The doorway was empty 
by then. He closed his eyes again. 


The next time Taxian-Jun woke, he was alone except for the physicians and guards. His fever 
had broken. His chest hurt too much for him to sit up. 


He let the physicians babble at him while he got his bearings and glanced around the room. 
There was something off. Something about the guards was putting him on edge. He 
wondered if it was leftover paranoia from nearly getting stabbed to death, until his eyes 
landed on the captain of this particular group of guards. 


His chest squeezed with fury and fear. He opened his mouth to scream, but a surge of blood 
blocked off his ability to speak. 


“Your Majesty!” the physicians called. 


Taxian-Jun coughed, desperately trying to clear his throat, and he gestured at the captain to 
come over. He couldn’t clear his throat. He spoke anyway. 


“Who gave you permission to leave your station?” Taxian-Jun wheezed. 
The captain knelt. 

"Your Majesty, the truth is-" 

“Go!” Taxian-Jun roared. 


The sound ended in another fit of coughs. One of the physicians whispered to the captain, and 
the captain nodded before rushing to speak to his subordinates. Some of the guards stayed, to 
Taxian-Jun’s displeasure, but a good half of them ran out of the room. These were his most 
trusted guards. All of them should have been guarding Chu Wanning and the little prince. He 
didn't know what had given them the nerve to disobey. Perhaps Song Qiutong had interfered. 


It ended up being for the best. Taxian-Jun’s mind cleared as his coughing subsided. He 
gestured another guard over. 


“Bring them here.” 


“To whom is Your Majesty referring?” 


“Chu-fei,” Taxian-Jun said impatiently. “Tell Chu-fei his emperor requires his service.” 


The guard accepted the command, bowed, and left. Taxian-Jun closed his eyes and let the 
physicians fuss over him. He didn’t open them again until he heard many footsteps entering 
the room. 


“Guard the entrances. Leave us,” Taxian-Jun commanded. 
"Your Majesty," a physician tried. 
"I said, leave us," Taxian-Jun growled. 


The physician paled at the fire in Taxian-Jun's glare. He retreated with the rest of the 
physicians, servants, and guards. 


Chu Wanning walked toward Taxian-Jun as soon as they were alone. Taxian-Jun was 
somewhat touched. Normally, his beloved concubine wouldn’t approach unless he was 
commanded. Sometimes not even then. 


He stopped too far away. Of course. 


Taxian-Jun sighed in irritated impatience. 
“Come closer. Give me your hands.” 


Chu Wanning obeyed. Taxian-Jun inspected his unharmed hands and nodded in satisfaction. 
His Empress had behaved this time. 


“You are unharmed, then?” Taxian-Jun asked. 


Chu Wanning did not reply. Taxian-Jun was used to it. He hesitated as he held Chu 
Wanning’s hands. 


“And the little prince?” he asked nervously. 


Chu Wanning's hands trembled. Taxian-Jun glanced sharply at Chu Wanning's face, and he 
felt like he'd been run through with a sword again. 


Chu Wanning had been draping his robes to obscure the new curve of his belly. One could not 
easily notice the change to his body by looking at him. 


Taxian-Jun released one of Chu Wanning's hands so he could touch his belly. 
It felt flat again beneath the fabric. Taxian-Jun's fingertips shook. 
"The little prince?" he repeated. 


"Mo Ran," Chu Wanning choked out. 


Taxian-Jun's heart was pounding painfully in his chest. It felt like he had torn his wounds 
open again. 


"I will kill Xue Meng," he swore. Then, "I will slice his body into pieces until he begs for 
death." 


He would be breaking the promise he had made to Chu Wanning. It did not matter. The only 
way he could staunch the grief in his heart was with blood. 


"It was not him," Chu Wanning said. 


Taxian-Jun glared at him murderously, but the rage softened at the open devastation on Chu 
Wanning's face. It was a reflection of the feelings in his own heart. He swallowed down a sob 
and gripped Chu Wanning's hand harder. 


Chu Wanning reached into his sleeve with his free hand and pulled out a wrinkled piece of 
paper. There was a spell drawn on it. Taxian-Jun did not recognize it. 


"It is usually used as a healing spell," Chu Wanning said. His tone was as steady and 
composed as if he were teaching Mo Ran about the difference between gods and deities in the 
classroom again. "Used properly, it helps the body fight infections." 


"Who?" Taxian-Jun asked in a whisper. 

"He's dead. The Empress executed him for his incompetence." 

"An imperial physician claimed to have made a mistake? The Empress must think me a fool." 
Chu Wanning shook his head and explained further. 


"I developed a fever while you were unconscious. Liu-gonggong had to hire a physician in 
town because the Empress had ordered that all the palace physicians were assigned to you." 


He paused, and added in that damnably steady tone, "I did not discover the spell until it was 
too late." 


There was a terrible ache radiating through Taxian-Jun's chest and up into his throat. His 
breathing hitched with it until it became a laugh. Chu Wanning's hand jerked in his hold. 
Taxian-Jun was afraid that he would try to leave. He yanked Chu Wanning down, uncaring of 
Chu Wanning's protest, uncaring that he would fall on Taxian-Jun's injured chest, and 
uncaring when Chu Wanning struggled to get off of him. 


Taxian-Jun wrapped his arms around Chu Wanning to keep him close as he laughed and 
laughed and laughed. 


He only stopped laughing when Chu Wanning tucked his face into the collar of Taxian-Jun's 
robes. He was stunned. Chu Wanning never willingly brought himself deeper into Taxian- 
Jun’s embrace. He could feel that Chu Wanning's face was wet with tears. This made the third 
time he had seen Chu Wanning cry. 


Taxian-Jun stroked Chu Wanning's back as if to comfort him. He wasn't sure why. Perhaps it 
was only instinct. Or maybe he had been hopelessly disoriented by his fury and grief. 


When the laughter returned, it came out strangely distorted. Anyone listening would confuse 
it for sobbing. 
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